POMPADOUR BECOMES A DUCHESS

When Pompadour retired, so to speak, she had been
rewarded for her amiable blindness to the King's first infideli-
ties Ly a title which satisfied the most deep-rooted coverings
of her pride. The comte de St. Florentin brought her a war-
rant couched in the following terms:

To-day, October i2th, 17525 the King being at Fontaine-
bleau, wishing to give marks of the particular consideration
and esteem which he has for the person of Madame la mar-
quise de Pompadour by according her a rank which distin-
guishes her from other ladies of the Court, His Majesty
desires that she participate during her lifetime of the fame,
honours, ranks and precedence, and other advantages enjoyed
by duchesses. . . .' On Tuesday, the lyth, the rumour spread
that the new duchesse would take up her tabouret or footstool
at six o'clock. It seems that the Dauphin pulled a face at her
again as she curtseyed to him.

From now on, she was entitled to sit at the grand convert or
official dinner with the King, the Queen, the Dauphin and the
King's daughters; she was present at public toilettes^ audiences,
receptions. The privileged tabouret was carried by a page
wherever she went. She was given an armchair with the prin-
cesses of the blood royal and, furthermore, they were obliged
to show her out of a room. Her coaches, which she had
upholstered in scarlet, were allowed to go right into the inner
courtyard of the Louvre and other royal houses. All these
apparently trivial distinctions were matters of life and death to
the idle aristocracy of the day, any member of which was pre-
pared to risk perpetual exile and worse, rather than allow
another to usurp his special privileges.

Can the satisfaction of woman's most tenacious vanities
ever console her for not being adored as of old?